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A few minutes after he was shot dead. After the battle when old
Morgan was shaking out his blanket to wrap himself up at night in
the bivouac he shook three or four bullets out of it, and one ball
had gone through his cap, so close as almost to graze his head.

Friday, 2^ July

Gipsy Lizzie was at the School. Again I am under the influence
of that child's extraordinary beauty. When she is reading and her
eyes are bent down upon her book her loveliness is indescribable.

Sunday, 30 July

I lay awake sleepless almost all night and had a vision of myself
as Vicar of Builth, to the accompaniment of the rushing and roaring
of torrents of rain.

[ On the next day the diarist leaves Ciyro for a holiday.]

Wednesday, 23 August

*It began with a lass and it will end with a lass/

In the evening before sunset while the sun was yet warm and
bright I went across the golden common and meadow to the Three
Firs to call on Hannah Britton. I had not been long in the house
when Hannah's beautiful seven year old child Carrie gradually stole
up to me and nestled close in my arms. Then she laid her warm
temples and soft round cheek lovingly to mine and stole first one
arm then the other round my neck. Her arms tightened round my
neck and she pressed her face closer and closer to mine, kissing me
again and again. Then came the old, old story, the sweet confession
as old as human hearts, *I do love you so. Do you love me?' 'Yes/
said the child, lovingly clinging still closer with fresh caresses and
endearments. 'You little bundle/ said her mother laughing and
much amused. 1 wish I could take you with me/ 'You would
soon grow tired of her/ said her mother. 'No', said die child with
the perfect trust and confidence of love, 'he said he wouldn't/ An
hour flew like a few seconds. I was in heaven. A lodger came in
and sat down, but I was lost to everything but love and the embrace
and the sweet kisses and caresses of the child. It seemed as if we could
not part we loved each other so. At last it grew dusk and with one
long loving clasp and kiss I reluctantly rose to go. It was hard to
leave the child. When I went away she brought me the best flower
she could find in the garden. I am exhausted with emotion.